THE SCENE IS CHANGED

Baty and Louis Jouvet, for whom the little theatre was in
some sense an apprenticeship, and who eventually were
caught up in the activities of the major stages and the screen
studios. But there was this to be said, that when artists of
the Jouvet quality came on to the boulevards and brought
dramatists of the Giraudoux quality with them, they pre-
served all the integrity of their own work and communi-
cated it to their authors as well. The little professional
theatre has been the cradle of all distinguished writing,
direction, acting and stagecraft in the France we have
known ; and beside it the pontifical triviality of a Sacha
Guitry seems very dull and unimportant. At that time in
the little theatres I remember best Volpone, a typical example
of group dramatic authorship, freely adapted by Stefan
Zweig into German from Ben Jonson's original, and then
freely adapted back again into French. There was also the
perennial Dr. Knock of Jules Romains, which Granville-
Barker had translated into English. Expressionism had
gained a footing at the Studio des Champs-Elys6es ; and
one of Lenormand's series of psychological dramas, bearing
so profoundly the character of our time, was to be seen.
The next step of the journey took me into Provence at
the peak of the bull-fighting season ; but I have a clearer
memory of the river Sorgues at Vaucluse, which issues full-
grown from a hillside to flow past the villa where Petrarch
wrote his poems to Laura. Should one come to this unique
and limpid source at a later season, as I came with a fellow-
pilgrim in September of another year, the rocky basin under
the cliff is half emptied and the stream itself idles through
banners of heavy weeds; but in March the aged Proven$al
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